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The following paper was read by this gifted artist at a Conversazione of the Society
of Arts last week.
The Society of Arts had no record of such a 'conversazione*, but the
puzzle was afterwards cleared up by press-cuttings preserved among the
papers of Steer's Mother. The 'Society of Arts* was that of Tunbridge
Wells in October 1891, and the paper had been originally read at a meet-
ing of the Art Workers' Guild in London. Steer was probably drawn in
by Charles Furse, who wrote an article on the subject in the 'Albemarle*
for September 1892, which I controverted under the title 'The Logic of
Painting* in the following number.
I recognise some of the bricks in Steer*s composition. One passage re-
calls Sickert's impersonation of Cobden-Sanderson, announcing from the
hearthrug, 'Impressionism, then, is the exprhession of my imprhession.'
The reference in the matter of focus to Reynolds's 'dilated eye* I must have
supplied. But Steer*s concern is, like Sickert's, to repudiate the nickname
'Impressionist* except as a description of good artists, ancient or modern.
During his very insular stay in Paris Steer seems hardly to have so much
as known that there an 'Impressionist' School existed. It was an exhibition
at Dowdeswells in the early eighties that brought him up against Monet,
Pissarro and Renoir; there was another, with twenty Monets, including
the Belleisle period, at the old Goupil Gallery in 1889, and Monet, like
Degas and Ruskin, was exhibited, by loan, at the 'New English'.
Whistler
Of Whistler Steer never saw very much, fearing that intimacy might
mean *a whole-time job*, and Whistler, who liked courtiers better than
possible rivals, and disliked also the more than republican constitution of
the New English Art Club, since it had no President, was rather sus-
piciously aware of Steer from the first, and ceased to exhibit with the Club
after 1889.
He became definitely inimical when the Club continued, after his
quarrel and litigation with Sir William Eden, to hang watercolours by a
declared enemy, and those who refused to be bullied and remained on
friendly terms with 'The Baronet* were reckoned outside the pale. Steer
was one of those and during this trouble there was an uncomfortable in-
cident at the Chelsea Arts Club, where I had been dining with him and
others. It was announced that Whistler had arrived, and presently he
marched in to the upper end of the long room and with his sharp eye must
have marked my companions fling out. I was sorry indeed that he could
not have talked to Steer, who never ceased to admire the pictures that were